
SPY FALLS IN LOVE
AND FALLSBY LOVE

English Girl to Whom Costa
Revealed Secret Was

Set to Trail Him.

. ENGAGED TO WED HER
WHEN POLICE SEIZE HIM

Fought Against Arrest and Showed
Yellow Streak.Pays Pen¬

alty With Life.

(Copyright. 1910.)

PARIS. September 9..Costa commit-
ted the "fault classique." He fell in

love. That is why he was shot as a

«py in the courtyard of the palace
at Vincennes yesterday.

¦1 am no spy," Costa declared,
dramatically, when he was first inter-

rasa ted.
Once Coata had been an actor. He

read his last lines well. He struck
himself on the breast and looked proud¬
ly into the eyes of the officer who,

questioned him.
"Hut the woman said "

>

("osia tuincd and looked out of the
narrow window of tl.e old Prison <le
!a Sante. When he again faced the
officer there were traces of t^prs in
his black eyes. He nodded his head.

-The woman." said he. slowlj. l»e
woman."

Typical Career as Spy.
Costa was not much of a spy. Not

enough of a spy to ever figure in in¬
ternational history. But his story is

interesting because it runs so abso¬
lutely true to spy pattern.
He became a spy for the reasons that

Impel most other spies. He was trap¬
ped by another spy. as most other
spies are trapped. Before he died.as
most other spies do.he betrayed his
associates, as all other spies do* when
they are trapped.
His tale might serve as a permanent

model for the writers of spy litera¬
ture. It is a bit grubby and soiled
in places, perhaps, but that must be
expected in a story of spies.
A year ago the French authorities

began to .suspect thai* some one was
sending out some fairly good infor¬
mation about what was going on in
Paris. They are used to spies here,
of course. Every one of the allied
cities reeks with them. The Germans
are rather proud of their spy system.
Just how the French authorities went

about finding out who this successful
spy might be no one knows; but it is
permissible to guess. They put a spy
on the spy's trail. It was not hard to
do. No doubt they know something
of the centers of German espionage
themselves.
"Through Switzerland," the word

came in the end. "He is a commer¬
cial man."

Search Not Difficult.
So the spies began to watch the

Swiss gates. Many a commercial man
has undoubtedly thanked the good
fortune that led to the acquaintance of
this pleasant traveler or that pretty
girl.

...After all. the search was not as dif¬
ficult as it would seem to be. It was
narrowed down to those who visited
Switzerland from France often.
One of these regular travelers was

Constantin Condonyannis. who dealt in
sponges. Thirty-eight years old. alert,
erect, fond of a glass and a good story,
every- one liked him. The train guards
kn^?w him well for the good cigars he
carried.
One of them spoke to him one day:
"Do you speak English?" he asked.

..Because there is an English girl in
trouble in the next compartment."
She was blue eyed, pretty, and young.Kot of the babyish sort. Perfectly able

to take care of herself under ordinary
conditions.
These conditions were not ordinary.

8he had lost her papers and she feared
she could not pass the frontier.
The remainder of the episode is unin¬

teresting, except that Constantin fell
in love with her. They were to have
been married some time this month
and settle down in Paris.
Constantin said he might have to

travel a good deal, but after the war
his business would be better. He had
an office at 118 Boulevard Hausrfmann.
but he only visited it nowadays to gethis mail.

"I have found something better whiU
the war lasts." said he.

Reveals His Secret.
Eventually, of course, he told what the

something better was. After years spent
In making money and spending it, in ev¬
ery quarter of the globe, he had settled
down in Paris Just before the war.
"When he found himself ruined he did

not take kindly to the hand-to-mouth
bustling of his earlier years. He had
become accustomed to good hotels and
good dinners and vintage wines.
But it did not occur to him to become

a spy until he went broke in Berlin. He
almost starved there.
The one thing he did not sell was his

best suit of clothes. It helped him to
raak* connection with the Wilhelmstrasse.
where such talents as his are appreciated.
"Go to Antwerp." he was told, "and re¬

port vourself to Mme. Doktor."
That, of course, is a nom de guerre.

"Mme. Doktor* is the head of one
hran< h of th* German spy systeem. But
she is r.nt known in Antwerp or any¬
where el** except in the doeier of Costa's
cas** as "Mme. Doktor."
Her next door neighbor in Antwerp may

think her as a pleasant little old lady
with a passion for ros^s or as a young
widow mourning her husband killed in
the war No one here knows who Mme.
Doktor is. *xc#pt the secret service otfi-
«;ers haiged with finding out more about
ber than Costa told.

Sent to Paris as Spy.
Mm*4. Doktor aave him 3,000 francs

and «ent him to Paris, with the. usual
Instructions to report the movement of
troop* and boats and the state of popu¬
lar feeling, and any other odds and
ends of information he came across.
At first h* was high in favor with the

woma:. chief of spies He furnished her
*ome excellent information. Later he
began to get timid, although the Ger¬
man government had seen to it that he
was furnished with papers of identity
as a neutral friendly to the allied cause,
which gained him admission almost
everywhere.
"You are afraid," said Mme. Doktor.

..Bring me more information or "

Mme. Doktor smiled. There was
something in that smile that alarmed
Costa Spies fear many things, because
so many things happen to spies. He
promised to do more . to take more
chances.to get about in forbidden ter¬
ritory.

It was on his return to France that he
wet the pretty little English girL The
rest of the story uiyolls itself on con¬
ventional lines.
He trven fought the guards that

¦wakened him at 3 o'clock in the morn¬
ing to stand before the rifles at Vin¬
cennes. He tried to curl up his toes, so
they could not get his shoes on, and
struggled to ke«p them from thrusting
him into his coat.anything to gain one
little sordid hour of life.

Spies usually do. they say. They sel¬
dom die well. But In the end he braced
up, even to giving the firing squad the
.word-
As he stepped out of the fourgon.

the wagon that hauls the condemned to
the place where they are to meet death
he turned to the priest who had been

muttering rapid prayers in his ear. A
gendarme heard him speak:

.7*ow." said Constantin Condonyan-
wSm, ~I knew why she wept so when sh«
said good-bye." .

THE DAILY STORY
JIM KYLE, STRATEGIST.

(Copyright, 1016. by W. Werner.)
Old Jim Kyle dozed in the sun before

the door of his little quartz mill. At
his feet a tame civet cat, rolled into a

furry ball of black and white, slept un¬

easily. Behind them the two 500-pound
stamps crashed with ear-splitting
monotone.
Suddenly the old man laughed aloud.

"That was sure a funny show," he chuc¬
kled. referring: to a local talent bene¬
fit held in Placer City a few nights be¬
fore. "Who'd ever thought them miners
could play-act that way? Of course,
Steve Daley, 'cause he's a gambler,
could do it all right. But there was

Long Ben.he was some hero. Gosh. I
never could lie like he did! *He says to
the villain: 'Then papers is in that
desk.' and they wasn't.they was in his
pocket all the time. Funny how a man

can ke%p his face straight and lie like
that."
A large man with a box on his shoul¬

der and a package in his hands appear¬
ed in the trail. Ord Jim roused and his
little pet danced into the open to watch
the newcomer.

"Here, Spot," called the old man, "Bill
don't like you. Says you look too much
like that hydrophoby skunk they killed
down at White's camp."
The tiny, catlike animal scampered

back, and Jim stroked its head as lie,

WITHOUT AX INSTANT'S HESITA¬

TION. RAISED HIS GUN AND
FIRED.

idly watched the blacksmith ease his
load to the ground.
"There she is." said Bill. "Want me

to take it on up to the tunnel?"
"No," replied Jim; "I'll have Joe take

it up when he goes on shift."
The blacksmith placed the package,

which was wrapped in a piece of barley
sack, upon the box, and produced pipe
and tobacco.

"Well, you're off tomorrow, Jim," he
remarked to his employer, with easy
familiarity. "Guess you're tickled at
go in' back to the old home."
"You bet," asserted the old man. em¬

phatically. "It's sure a long time since
I left. Let's see.it's a year since I
made mv strike. Forty years 1 was dig¬
ging on this lead and was down on the
river three years before I found this
little stringer.forty-four years! That
is a long time."

"Well, you got a rest comin'," the
other declared, with unselfish enthusi¬
asm. "You got your stake, now you can
take it easy."

"Yes. sir," the miner bragged; "I got
my stake. They's over a hurdred thou¬
sand to go out with me tomorrow.
That's sure some stake."

Bill started to squat on his heels be¬
side Jim, but as Spot trotted up to make
overtures he moved hurriedl> away.
"Think you'd be afraid to keep so

much around." he commented.
Old Jim snorted. "Oh, it's safe. This

country's civilized now, and, besides,
the little bunch 1 got here weighs near¬
ly 500 pounds. That's some load for
burglars to carry off.'*

"Yes, but they could have mules," ar¬
gued Bill. "Wow!" he yelled, as Jim's
pet darted between his legs. "Say. Jim,
that skunk'll scare me to death yet."
His employer laughed. "Huh, he

wouldn't hurt anybody.he's just like a
house cat. Why, I've had Spot over
five years and he's about the best
friend 1 got. Do you know".and the
old man mounted a hobby."he's awful
smart. Why, the little rascal drags in
stove wood and tries to sweep the
floor with his tail. I as offered $100
for him once, but I nev%r 'ud think of
parting with him. Don't know how
he'll get along without me. There'll
sure be some ruction if anything hap¬
pens to him while I'm gone."
Bill betrayed his lack of confidence

by moving farther away. " 'Spoee the
new mill'll be up by the time you get
back," he ventured.
"Yes," said Jim, "and I wish I knew

what to do with this little one. She's
{plumb wore out, but she's done the
work. Too bad we have to move her,
but this is the only place for the big
mill."
"Put a box of powder under her."

suggested the blacksmith, as he start¬
ed down the trail. "That *ud be *a fit¬
ting end."
After Bill had gone the old miner

we.it inside his mill. He looked to
see that the ore was feeding properly
into the crusher, and from there into
the stamps under the great hammers.
His sharp eyes darted here and there,
finally resting upon the plates over
which the muddy slime was washing.
"A hundred thousand dollars!" he ex¬

claimed. "That's what I've scraped ofT
them plates since she started up less'n
a year ago. Well, old girl".he ad-
dressed the mass of pounding ma¬
chinery."you're pretty near done. An¬
other shift, maybe, to clean up the
bins, then you can have a lay-off. too."
Old Jim went back to his seat in the

sun and resumed his dreaming, while
Spot, neglected, tried to attract his
attention. The little animal sprang
upon the box that the blacksmith had
brought and began worrying the bur¬
lap-covered package.
"Here, you. Spot!" yelled the old man.

"You let that br. That's caps what
they use to shoot powder with. It'll
blow you up!"
Spot, not being used to such harsh

language, jumped off the box and ran
around the mill. In a moment he was
back to the corner, peering at his old
friend with his beady black eyes.
Cautiously he advanced two jerky
steps at a time until he was once
more beside the box. He gave the
package a sly tug and threw a mis¬
chievous glance at his master.
Bui Jim had forgotten him; he had

relapsed into his doze and was dream¬
ing.of the old home he soon would
see again.of the ten bars of yellow
bullion hidden under the big rock
across the trail.of the new mill that
the contractor would build while he
was gone.
"Come alive, you old snoozer! Up

with your hands! Stick 'em up!"
Old Jim awoke to a jerk that threw

him headlong. Scrambling to his knees,
he was confronted by tyo roughly-
dressed men, whose faces were cov¬
ered with masks cut from a flour sack.
Each held a heavy revolver close to the
old man's head.
"Come on!" the larger of the two

commanded. "Get up! Show us where
your stuff is. We know you got it."
The miner rose slowly to his feet.

His whole body seemed numb, his
mind was in a daze. He shook his
head sharply, trying to clear his
brain.
The big bandit prodded his victim

with his gun. "Get a move on, old-
timer." he insisted; "where's the big
clean-up?"
Jim grasped the situation. He was

about to be robbed of a fortune.a
fortune for which he had slaved and
starved a lifetime. He must show
these men where the ten gold bars
were cached under the big rock. They
would take his stake and ride away
and he could not build the new mill
nor take the trip back home.
"Say, ain't you awake yet?" The

burly highwayman struck him savage¬
ly. "Get a-going."
The ofii man walked with lagging

steps toward the rock, the two men

following him. Again he shook his
head in an effort to throw off the daze.
Twenty feet more and he would lose
his precious gold. Wasn't there some¬

thing he could do?
Slowly at first, then with lighting-

like rapidity his mind began to act.
Incidents of long ago flashed vividly
and were gone. Stories he had read.
old yarns he had heard.bad men he
had known.each picture flamed for
an instant,-.then died away. If he could
only do something! Oh, if he were

only like Long Ben, and able to tell
them the gold was somewhere else.
He was nearly to the rock; the

bandits were halfway between Jilm and
tne mm.
T* hat could he do? Might he not tell

them the gold was under the ore bins
Ana He glanced over his shoulder
toward the n^fIX. His eyes fell on Spot
perched on tl\e box half hidden behind
? p,,e#ce:0f 8ack that held the caps,

j.
conflicting hell was

crowding into the next second, for,
like an electric spark, the solution
Hashed, all reasoned out, into the old
man s brain. It was a chance! Could
he do it?
No. he would give them the gold. Then

memory pictured the years of toil, the
old home, and

God!' the old miner screamed, edg¬
ing toward the big rock. There's that
hydrophoby skunk! He'll get you sure!
Shoot him. Shoot him quick!"
The smaller outlaw, without an in-

flVini a e?l«tation* raised his gun and
flred, As his arm went up Jim Kyle
threw himself headforemost behind the
rock.
The report of the gun was not heard.

It was drowned in a surging roar that
carried down to Reeka, thirty miles
away. Jim Kyle's quartz mill 'flew in
splintered fragments across the gulch

. SPOT,'' HE HALF CALLED, HALF
WHIMPERED. "POOR OLD SPOT."

The big rock swung far over, hung
balanced for several seconds, then roll¬
ed gently back. The earth gave one

great lunge, shivered for a moment,
then settled trembling to its accustom¬
ed quiet.
Bruised and bleeding, and with his

head pounding furiously from the ter¬
rible shock. Old Jim crawled from
his refuge and stared at the wreck. A
mangled form that might once have
been a human body was spattered
against the side of the rock. Far up
the hillside a ragged piece of blue over¬
alls. strangely heavy, hung from a live
oak branch.
The old man limped to the edge of

the great hole that marked the spot
where the box of dynamite had rested.
Caressing his throbbing head, he looked
down, trying to peer through the dust
and powder smoke.
"Spot!" he half called, half whimper¬

ed. "Poor old spot!"
Bill, running up from below, and the

miners scrambling down from the tun¬
nel, found old Jim Kyle on his knees
beside the cellarlike hole pawing
among the rocks.

(THE END.)

Early Channel Tunnel Ridicule.
Prom the London Chronir]..
The channel tunnel, which seems now

to have brighter prospects than ever be¬
fore, was laughed out In 18S8 by a wit¬

ticism of Lord Randolph Churchill. Sir
Edward Watkin, its promoter, had been

explaining how a minister of state

could destroy the entrance instantly by
touching a button. "Imagine," said Lord
Randolph, pointing along the treasury
bench," a cabinet council sitting in the
war office around the button. Fancy
the present cabinet gathered together
to decide who should tou^h the button
and when it should be touched." Mr
Churchill records that his father had
intended to add: "Fancy the right hon
gentleman (Mr. W. H. Smith) rising at
length in his place with the words "I
move that the button be now touched "

but the uproarious laughter made him
forget this. The bill was lost by 307
to 165.

MOTHER

FATHER

The Entire Family Agree
That the Columbia Grafonola

Is the One Incomparable
Home Entertainer

N'o wandering minstrel of old; no show at the theater was ever so fascinating as the
Columbia Grafonola. #The moment you have your Grafonola, the entire world of music and entertainment
is at your disposal ready to brush away the cares of a day or to bring laughter and fun
to your family and friends.

You never get tired of a Columbia Grafonola, for every month fresh, new records
are issued that you can easily add to your record library.

50c a Week

GRANDPA

The Columbia No. 25] $oq.?5In Mahogany or Golden Oak *

jy| for^Q
5 Blue Label 10-in. Records. 10 Different Selections. J ^

And 50c a Week Pays for It All
Now the price is not the only attractive part of it.we will send the entire

outfit to your home for TEN DAYS' FREE TRIAL without any cash payment
down. How does that strike you?
With This Outfit Goes the Hecht & Co. Talking Machine Service

This service may be obtained FREE simply by buying your
Grafonola here. Service to Grafonola owners is not a mere adver¬
tising phrase.we look after the wants of Grafonola owners in
sach a way that all the care of your machine is upon us for a
period of three years from date of purchase.

"Hecht & Co~
, Seventh Street Near F s J3R0T3ER

FANTASTIC, ENVOY'S
VIEWOFSTRUGGLE

Wildest Imagination Has Never
Conceived Such Difficulties

as on Italian Front.

"WORK OF RED CROSS
NURSES REMARKABLE"

Ambassador Page, on Returning to
Rome, Tells of Fighting Amid

Snow-Covered Heights.

ROME via Paris, September 24, 1:40
a.m..Thomas Nelson Page, the Ameri¬
can ambassador, who has just returned
after spending two weeks at the front,
was received by King Victor Emmanuel
while there. He has written the fol¬
lowing statement for the Associated
Press:
"I was glad to get permission to

visit the Italian front.so different from
the other fronts, in that it is moun¬
tainous. I was especially glad of the
opportunity to see the hospital serv-
ice and observe the needs for which
our people are contributing through
the Red Cross and in other ways.

"I saw the front, with which I was'
familiar in happier and more peaceful
times. Though it is impossible to give1
details, nv wildest imagination had
never c nceived before the difficulties,

Struggle Amid Mountain Tops.
"It is simply fantastic. Whatever

may be the conditions 011 other fronts,
they cannot exceed the difficulties of:
those Tyrol Alps, where both belliger¬
ents are struggling amid mountain tops
deeply covered with snow. The work
of the Red Cross nurses and of the
hospitals is as remarkable as any other
feature, compelling the memory to re¬
call Byron's lines: 'They stalk with
Minerva's step where Mars might quake
to tread.'

"1 visited at Venice our excellent Con-

sul Carroll, where I had an opportunity!
to observe the effects of the air raids.
This was not the least interesting part
of my trip. Indeed, a raid took place the
night I was there against a nearby rail¬
way junction. The whirring: of the mo-
tors in the sky and the firing of anti-air-
craft guns were strange in the once
lovely city. Venice is now quite different
from what I recall, when it was crowded
with tourists and the canals resounding
with song.

Great Damage Wrought.
"I noted that the roof of the Santa

Magna Formosa was gone and also that
the ceiling of San Paolo was shattered.
Likewise there Was not a window left in
:i large number of hotels.
"The hospitals I visited impressed me

anew with the fact that in ihis terrible
war the only light that shows advance
since other wars is the care and cure
of the wounded. I am also happy to
know that our people are doing all they
can to relieve the suffering."

Real Estate Transfers.
XUS. 1018. 1020 AND 1020% 7TH

STREET SOUTHWEST.Joseph A.
Seligman et al. to Millie Herman,
undivided two-thirds interest in lots
49. 50 and 51, square 471; $10.

NOS. 928 AND 930 C STREET SOUTH¬
WEST AND 1239 AND 1241 3D
STREET SOUTHEAST.Millie Her¬
man et al. to Helen Herman, undi¬
vided two-thirds interest in part lot
A. square 385. and part tot 30, square
770; $10.

NO. 474 MARYLAND AVENUE SOUTH¬
WEST AND 731 AND 733 H STREET
SOUTHEAST.Helen Herman et al.
to Joseph A. Seligman. undivided
two-thirds interest in east half lot
T, square 492. and lots 53 and 54,
square 737; $10.

THIRTY-FIFTH STREET between P
and Q streets northwest.Luke E.
Murtaugh to Martin I. Wilbert, lot
177, square 1274; $10.

LANIER HEIGHTS.Carl H. Smith et
u.y., Helen S.. to Israel S. Miller, lot
4-18. square 2583; $10.

FLORIDA AVENUE between 7th and
8th streets northeast.David J.
Dunigan to Ernest IVJ. Seaman, lot
50, square 886; $10.

CHEVY CHASE.James K. Jones et
ux., Annie T., to Lillie C. Drury, lots
31 and 32. square 1867; $10.

SIXTEENTH STREET between C and
D streets southeast.Katherine B.
Holtzman to Charles and Grace
Schlosser, lot 69, square 1074; $10.

NO. 215 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE
SOUTHEAST.Union Trust Com¬
pany, executor, to James A. Dono-
hoe, part original lot 11, square 762;
$6,500.

WEST HOLMEAD MANOR.Jessie I.
Mohler to M. Elizabeth Williams, lot
39, square south of 2827; $10.

LANIER HEIGHTS.Sophie L. Sea-

right to Julius I. Peyser, lot S79;
$10.

BROOKLAND.Arthur J. Williams et
ex., Annie F.t to John J. Williams,
part lot 1. block 39; $10.

HOLMEAD MANOR.W. Preston Wil¬
liamson to Bessie K. Harrison, lot
119. block 46; $10

MOUNT PLEASANT.Thomas IT.
Yeager et \'x., Nettie K., to Charles
E. Tribby. lot 668; $10.

FOURTEENTH STREET TERRACE.
Herberts T. Shannon and Morton J.
Luchs Jo Harry S. and Bessie B.
Welch,*lot 27, square 2715; $10.

INDOLENCE.Sallie B. Jenkins to
Hannah T. Donovan, lot 23, square
2703: $10.

ALLIANCE.Michael J. Colbert and R.

Preston Shealev, trustees, to Roy H.
Pickford, part Tract; $3,700.

ALLIANCE.William H. Wetie! et ux.
Mary V., to Roy 11. PickJord. part
tract: $1.

ALLEY between D and E streets. South
Capitol and 1st streets southeast.
Hesekiah l^ecl. Padgett to Rachel M.
Padgett, lot 35, square 653; $1.

By DegTeet.
From J u«i£*.
"My dear. isn"t that dress a trifle ex¬

treme?"
She.Extreme! Why 1 put this on in

order that you may become accustomed
to the one I am having made.

* convenient for you to call.amply phone u, and we will teui ¦ Ptflvphoaerecord, to your home on trial. We want you to know all about;
Thm PmtheSappfrirt RailImirmJmiihr, meiat nmjltslhmt **ar md Hp (At iwcmrjSmmcJUl (« chuf-Tkt SmmnJ Ckambt, i-uA »n llm oUllnprindtlt-mlt w.J-Tht Tm CmInl Dmkt (. Rtgultlt IV<nr» mf S*amJ.TI* Bna» tf
greml AriitU aha wc*nI Jt Palhe.

Palkepkoee,S25 asd wik are equipped .. phyALLmskee ef dac secenfc peledlr.
Attrmcliae term*far pagrmmt* turf f»r exchanging poor pfmmgramhf»r a Petit

T. P. CULLEY & SON,
523 11th Street N.W.

26 EXTRA FEATURES
73 NEW CONCEPTIONS
7 NEW-TYPE BODIES

MID-YEAR
MODEL

127-INCH WHEELBASE
48 HORSEPOWER
(tniCf. 0. B. RACINE1 FOR TOURING CAR

500 Exhibition Cars
Luxury Bodies, Designed for January Shows

The Mitchell Company is building just 500 enclosed cars.
exactly like designs perfected fornext season's Shows. Some
of them are now on exhibithere.the most luxurious bodies ,

you have ever seen. Gome and see their unique attractions.

There are only 500 of these bodies built The de¬
mand for Mitchell open models has trebled in a
year." For months it has called for more cars than
this factory could turn out
So no city will have more than a few of these

luxury models. And those who get them will have
the smartest cars seen this fall and winter.

257 Models in One
John W. Bate, the great efficiency expert, took

charge of this body-designing.
First, he had his experts and artists examine 257

this-year models.all the finest cars produced in
Europe and America. So these new Mitchells com¬
bine all the new ideas, all the luxuries and attrac¬
tions known to fine body-building. Each has a score
of features and touches which no other one car has.

The Favorite Types
The favorite types.the all-weather models.are

made in three designs.
One is the Springfield type of Touring Sedan.a

dainty, roomy Sedan whose win¬
dows drop, creating an open Tour¬
ing Car.
One is a Cabriolet.a warm, cozy

Coupe, which changes to an open
Roadster.
One is a new-type Demountable

Top.
The Mitchell Limousine, with

seats for seven, is a magnificent
production. All the plate glass
windows drop. The Mitchell Coupe,

MITCHELL MODELS
3-passenger Roadster, $1325

$1325
$1360

5-passenger Touring Car,
7-passenger Touring Car,

EQuipped with Demountable
Top Only. $900 Extra

3-passenger Cabriolet, $1775
4-passenger Coupe, $1850
7-passenger Springfield Sedan, $1985
7-passenger Limousine, $2650

Allprices f. o. t. Racine

with seats for four, has many new comforts and
luxuries.

All Bate Creations -

All these extra-fine bodies, like the Mitchell chassis,
are due to John W. Bate. Like every detail of the
Mitchell, they typify his ideas of efficiency.
Mr. Bate has made in the Mitchell car more than

700 improvements. He has brought every part to
his idea of perfection. He has given every part at
least 50 per cent over-strength.
For the heavily strained parts he uses Chrome"

Vanadium steeL For 440 parts he uses drop forg-
ings or steel stampings.three times as strong as
castings. He uses almost no castings.
The result is a lifetime car. Seven of them have

averaged 175,000 miles apiece.over 30 years of
ordinary service.

Mr. Bate also built this model Mitchell factory,
and equipped it with model machinery. The result
is a saving of 50 per cent on our factory cost

You get in the Mitchell, because
of this saving, at least 20 per tent
extra value. You get 26 features
which other cars omit
Come and see this car equipped

with these exhibition bodies. Come
now, because our allotment is
small. We shall not have them
long on show.
MITCHELL MOTORS COMPANY. Inc.

Racine, Wis., U. S. A.

MILLER BROS. AUTOMOBILE & SUPPLY HOUSE
WASHINGTON, D. C.

SHOW ROOMS, 1405 H St. N.W. Phone M. 6097. SERVICE STATION, 61-81 Pierce St. N.E. Phone Line. 4060.
CENTRAL (iAHAGK A\I> STOII A<;K CO., Cumberland, Md.
IIYRON S. DORSKV. Ml. Airy. Md.
BNTLER MOTOR SI I'PI.Y CO, llaRcrnlown, MU.
A F. HlEY, Mukmuj, Md.
I,A I'ORTE-HEINKKAMI' MOTOK CO., Baltimore, Md.
I'XIO.V GARAGE, Frederick, Md.

SUB-DEALERS IN
MARYLAND AND

VIRGINIA

UKO. F. EAMiCH & CO, Lovrttivllle, V«.
J. U. HI SS MOTOR CO, Richmond. Vn.
C. B. Hl'ltHES & IT). Norfolk. Vm
Ml'NDY ALTO CO, Roinokt, Vn.
RAMSBIKG ALTO CO, Winchester, Vn.

, >
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